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The  Temple  Re-built 

How  far  we  have  decomposed 
From  our  supernatural  state  of  being. 
We  have  transgressed  against 
the  incorruptible  force  of  life, 
And  have  embraced  a  foreign 
Way  of  living,  bowing  down  to 
Idols  made  from  vain  imagination. 

We  no  longer  thirst  for  communion, 
Or  conversation,  which  once  acted 
As  the  sustenance  of  our  souls. 
Now,  we  lust  after  ourselves. 
We  are  pagans, 
Devouring  our  own  flesh 
In  cannibalistic  rituals. 

Darkness  is  the  lamp  we  sweat,  and  toil  by, 

Fueled  by  the  persuasive  power 

Of  our  lying  tongues. 

Brick,  by  brick  we  re-build  the  temple. 

We  storm  the  gates  of  heaven 

Deception  our  shield 

Pride  our  only  crest 

We  have  entered  the  Sacred  Place 

Assumed  ourselves  the  gods  of  desolation. 

Sitting  upon  our  invisible  throne 

We  drink  the  blood  of  the  innocent, 

And  crush  the  bones  of  prophets  under  our  feet. 

Looking  down  upon  the  crumbling  earth 

We  smile  at  our  work  to  see. 

Danna  Amerman 
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The  Fee 

The  Bird  in  Hand  was  a  little  more  quiet  than  normal.  Its  blue-collar  clientele  saw  very  few  students 
these  days.  The  new  Firkin  pub  at  the  other  end  of  the  green  was  more 

"hip"  for  the  university  crowd.  Andrew  had  been  coming  there  after  work  for  seven  years.  He  was  a 
regular.  Duncan,  the  bartender  and  sole  proprietor,  was  a  cherished  friend  though  the  two  had  never  met 
outside  the  pub. 

"Pint  o'  Carlsberg  and  a  shot  o'  Jameson  please,  Duncan.'* 

The  drinks  were  sitting  in  front  of  Andrew,  almost  before  he  finished  asking.  Seven  years  of  patron- 
age had  seen  very  little  change  in  routine.  The  shot  glass  was  empty  in  a  heartbeat.  Andrew  smacked  his 
lips  at  the  harsh  liquid  and  hurried  to  chase  it  with  the  sweet  nectar  in  his  pint.  Carlsberg  is  a  light  lager 
-  a  polar  opposite  from  the  Irish  Whiskey  in  the  shot  glass. 

'Another  please,  Duncan." 

"What's  the  occasion  friend?"  Duncan  asked  as  he  refilled  the  shot.  One  was  usually  Andrew's  limit. 
Andrew  grabbed  the  glass  and  repeated  the  whiskey-lager  combination  again.  His  furred  brow  and  curled 
lip  made  it  look  like  he  was  mad  at  the  drinks  themselves. 

"Nothing's  the  occasion,  Duncan.  Does  there  have  to  be  one  for  someone  to  drink?  This  is  still  a  pub 
isn't  it?" 

"Ay,  and  my  name's  still  on  the  sign.  So,  if  you  get  smart  w'me,  I'll  kick  your  tail  right  out  on  to  th' 
road." 

Very  amused  with  the  exchanged,  the  two  went  about  their  nightly  routines.  Andrew  took  out  his  darts 
(he  always  carried  them  with  him,  any  self-respecting 

Englishman  did)  and  screwed  them  together  in  meticulous  fashion.  Duncan  began  setting  out  glasses 
for  the  eight  o'clock  regulars  -  David  and  Dell.  It  was  about  their  time  to  drop  in. 

Andrew  carried  his  pint  in  one  hand,  darts  in  the  other,  over  to  the  dart  board.  He  sat  his  glass  on  the 
window  sill  and  took  his  tosses. 

When  the  front  door  opened,  it  was  not  David  or  Dell,  or  any  regular  for  that  matter.  A  tall,  imposing 
man  stepped  into  the  pub.  His  200-pound  frame  was  accentuated  by  his  long,  ebony  hair.  He  wore  sim- 
ple clothes,  all  black  (hardly  a  fashion  statement,  black  is  a  staple  hue  in  every  Englishman's  wardrobe). 

"Welcome  friend,"  Duncan  announced.  "What's  your  pleasure?" 

"Guinness,  please." 

"Certainly." 

Duncan  went  about  his  work  as  Andrew  caught  eyes  with  the  stranger.  He  had  a  familiarity  to  him  that 
seemed  eerie  to  Andrew.  Where  did  he  know  him  from?  Andrew  racked  his  brain,  trying  not  to  embar- 
rass himself  by  not  remembering. 

"What's  your  name  friend?" 

"Jonas.  And  I'm  not  your  friend." 

Duncan  was  taken  aback  by  his  reply.  Granted  not  everyone  had  been  pleasant  to  serve  in  twenty  years 
of  running  a  pub,  but  he  had  been  spoiled  by  his  regular  customers.  As  Jonas  stepped  away  from  the  bar, 
Duncan  muttered  under  his  breath,  "Must  be  Irish." 

Andrew  felt  nervous  as  Jonas  approached.  He  had  not  heard  the  exchange  at  the  bar  and  was  still  kick- 
ing himself  for  not  knowing  who  the  stranger  was. 
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"Good  evening  Mr.  Damms,"  Jonas  said. 

"Good  evening  to  you  too.  I'm  sorry,  but  do  I  know  you?"  Andrew  nodded  his  head  trying  to  be  as 
apologetic  as  possible. 

"Jonas  is  my  name.  Nice  to  see  you  Mr.  Damms." 

"Ah,  Jonas,  yes." 

The  name  sounded  familiar,  but  Andrew  could  not  for  the  life  of  him  remember  where  he  knew  it  from. 

"Sit  down  Mr.  Damms.  Let's  catch  up." 

Andrew  agreed  with  a  bob  of  the  head  and  sat  down  at  a  small  table  just  under  the  dartboard.  Maybe 
a  good  conversation  would  job  his  memory. 

"How's  work,  Mr.  Damms?" 

"Stop  calling  me  that,  please.  My  name's  Andrew." 

"Yes,  of  course,"  Jonas  conceded. 

"Work  is  fine.  Well,  as  fine  as  work  gets  if  y'  know  what  I  mean?"  Andrew  laughed.  Jonas  did  not. 

"The  family?"  Jonas  asked,  unmoved  by  the  touch  of  humor. 

"The  missus  is  fine  and  the  children  are  up  and  grown.  One's  going  to  University  this  fall." 

"Congratulations." 

How's  the  condition  of  your  soul? 

Andrew  was  startled  at  this  last  question.  It  was  Jonas's  voice,  but  his  mouth  did  not  move.  Everything 
in  the  pub  seemed  to  be  moving  at  half-speed. 

How's  the  condition  of  your  soul? 

"What's  going  on?"  Andrew  was  pretty  sure  his  lips  were  moving,  but  at  the  moment,  nothing  seemed 
for  sure. 

How's  the  condition  of  your  soul? 

"I  don't  know.  Why  do  you  keep  asking  me  that?" 

He  tried  to  leave  but  felt  compelled  to  stay.  Jonas  said  nothing,  did  nothing,  but  the  mesmerizing  look 
in  his  eyes  kept  Andrew  seated. 

Are  you  ready? 

"Ready  for  what?" 

Ready  to  pay  your  debt. 

"What  debt?  I  owe  you  nothing!" 

You  owe  me  everything.  I  have  left  you  alone.  I  let  you  go  about  your  pathetic  life  with  your  pathetic 
family  untouched.   Did  you  really  think  you  would  get  off  this  easy? 

"What  do  you...  Who  are  you?"  Andrew  looked  around  for  some  help,  but  Duncan  was  still  in  slow- 
motion,  oblivious  to  the  conversation  in  the  corner.  He  saw  Dell  and  David  walk  in,  but  they  too  seemed 
unaware. 

You  know  who  I  am.  Search  your  heart.  Find  that  little  something  that  you  don 't  want  anyone  to  find 
out  about.   Find  that  little  place  where  everything  you  are  ashamed  of  lives.   That's  who  I  am. 

"I  don't  know  what  you're  talking  about."  Andrew  was  genuinely  afraid.  He  was  breaking  out  in  a 
cold  sweat  and  looked  incessantly  from  side  to  side,  hoping,  praying  someone  would  rescue  him. 

Come,  Andrew.  Tell  me  what  you've  found.  Is  it  that  whore  in  Sunderland?  Or  maybe  those  pounds 
you  stole  from  the  company  last  year?  Oh,  please  tell  me. 

"Stop  it,  just  stop  it!    How  do  you  know  about  that?"  Andrew's  heart  was  racing.   He  was  unable  to 
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move.  Jonas's  eyes  still  had  him  hooked.  Why  was  he  being  undone  like  this'.' 

You  're  afraid  aren  7  you,  Andrew'.'  Afraid  I  might  tell  everyone  your  secrets.  Don 't  worry.  Your  secrets 
are  safe  with  me.    However,  there  is  a  price  for  my  services. 

"What  is  it?"  Andrew  was  crying  now.  He  was  trying  to  push  back  the  tears,  but  to  no  avail.  All  he 
could  see  in  his  mind  was  his  family's  faces  if  they  found  out.  He  looked  around  the  pub  and  wondered 
how  each  of  his  friend's  would  reaet.  Would  Duncan  ask  him  to  leave  if  he  knew?  Would  Dell  and  David 
find  someone  else  to  throw  darts  with?  He  would  be  undone.   He  could  not  have  that. 

"What's  your  fee,  Jonas?" 

Then  you  're  ready  to  pay? 

"What's  your  fee?" 

You  're  ready. 

"No,  tell  me  what  I  have  to  do  first!" 

"Andrew  don't  get  all  worked  up.  I'm  sure  Oxford  is  just  as  good  as  Cambridge.  Your  boy  will  love 
it  I'm  sure,"  Jonas  said,  this  time  with  his  lips. 

"What?"  Andrew  could  not  figure  out  what  had  happened.  Was  all  that  for  real  or  was  he  just  losing 
it? 

"Well,  it's  been  nice  talking  to  you,  but  I've  got  to  get  home  to  the  wife.  Don't 

want  her  to  think  I'm  seeing  some  other  woman.  Y'know  what  I  mean?" 

Andrew's  heart  sank.  Yes,  he  knew  exactly  what  he  meant. 

"See  you  Andrew." 

Jonas  got  up  from  the  table,  placed  his  empty  glass  on  the  bar  and  walked  out. 

"What  in  the  world  just  happened  here?"  Andrew  asked  himself  aloud. 

"Who  was  your  friend  there?"  Duncan  asked.  "He  wasn't  very  chipper  today  now  was  he?" 

"Duncan,  I  need  to  get  home.   I  have  to  talk  to  my  wife." 

That's  all  he  said  as  he  left  his  half-drank  pint  on  the  table  and  ran  outside. 

"Wonder  what  got  into  him?"  Duncan  pondered  as  the  door  slammed. 

The  police  arrived  in  time  to  see  his  body  convulse 

for  the  last  time.  By  the  time  the  paramedics  got  there,  it  was  too  late.  Andrew  Damms,  age  41,  hus- 
band, father,  and  friend  was  dead;  killed  in  a  hit  and  run  accident  on  Charleston  Road,  just  outside  Jesus 
Green. 

As  the  medics  pronounced  him  dead  and  loaded  him  into  the  car,  Jonas  struck  a  match  and  lit  his  cig- 
arette from  across  the  street.  He  turned  and  began  walking  south  toward  London.  He  had  other  fees  to 
collect. 

— Dennis  Purvis 
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Rationalizations  made  at  the  Jolly  Waterman 

Pint  of  Guinness  please. 

Duncan,  another  pint. 

Don't  look  at  me  that  way! 

There's  nothing  wrong  with  it. 

When  Irish  eyes  are  smiling... 

Come  on.  even  Jesus  drank  wine. 

Okay,  bad  example. 

Hey,  as  long  as  I'm  not  drunk. 

Give  me  another  pint  Duncan. 

I'm  not  doing  anything  wrong. 

You're  the  best  thing  that's  happened  to  me... 

Man,  I  love  that  one.  WHAT! 

You're  wasting  your  breath. 

Shot  of  Jameson  please. 

Thank  you,  Duncan. 

No,  no,  I'm  not  drunk. 

Anyway,  it's  a  personal  thing. 

Right  and  wrong's  relative.  RIGHT? 

RIGHT? 

Don't  leave  sweetheart.  I'm  sorry. 

This  is  my  last  one.  seriously. 

What  do  you  mean  it's  too  late? 

Fine.  Then  just  leave! 

I  don't  need  this  from  you. 

Duncan,  another  pint  please. 

What  are  you  looking  at? 

She  looked  beautiful  tonight. 

You're  right,  Duncan,  she  did. 

Last  call  for  alcohol. 

Closing  time  already? 

You've  been  here  for  four  hours. 

You  think  she'll  give  me  another  chance? 

Probably  not. 

Everyone  makes  mistakes  Duncan,  even  her. 

Don't  roll  your  eyes  at  me. 

I  know  what  I'm  talking  about. 

What  shall  I  do? 

Choose  what  means  more  to  you. 

To  tell  you  the  truth,  Duncan,  I'm  not  sure. 

— Dennis  Purvis 
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Autumn 

In  the  crisp  autumn  wind, 

Leaves  dance 

Across  the  empty  street. 

Rich  rust. 

Gold,  and  mustard  colors 

Sparkle 

In  the  shimmering  moonlight. 

Out,  over  the  bridge. 

The  water  shines  like  glass. 

The  sharp 

Edges  of  the  waves 

Cut 

Against  one  another 

Like  soldiers 

In  the  midst  of  battle. 

In  the  air, 

The  hollow 

voice  of  the  wind 

Sings  softly 

In  my  ear. 

Its  breath  caressing  me 

Like  the  tender 

Touch 

Of  a  familiar  lover. 

— Danna  Amerman 


Walking  Backwards 

I  walk. 

And  noiseless  echoes  blind 

My  earsight 

I  feel 

Solid  rivets  of  energy 

As  the  wind 

Undresses  me  on 

This  dry, 

Rainy, 

Sunny  night! 

I  draw  the 

Full  crescent  moon, 

Her  sideways — upside — down 

Frown 

She  whispers 

To  my  peripheral  ear 

Gaze  upon  me  with  your  touch 

And 

I  try  to  speak 

A  vehement  sigh — 

I  would  rather  crunch  gravel 

Under  my  toes 

Walking  backwards, 

And  chat  with  Orion. 


-Jonathan  Tyndall 


Glass  Rhinoceros 


"I  can  not  live  with  vaseline  people!" 

I  screamed  as  I  tried  to  run  for  my  life. 

Like  a  pervert  caught  looking  in  peep  holes. 

I  ran  from  thoughts  of  an  alien  wife. 

Then  he  laughed  in  all  of  his  ugliness, 

Knowing  mirror  people  all  look  the  same. 

He  saw  inside  this  glass  rhinoceros 

To  think  the  thoughts  of  an  alien  brain. 

"I  will  not!"  I  screamed  in  lamentations. 

"I  will  not  live  in  an  alien  world, 

I  won't  be  used  in  your  demonstrations, 

Or  dream  of  love  with  an  alien  girl!"' 

The  smell  was  of  plight,  as  thick  as  a  gas 

Around  where  pod  peoples  probes      once  has  passed? 


— S.  Crosby 
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Watered  Silk 


Naked 


Winter  wind  absent 
innocuous,  disinterested  voyeurs 
Ah,  no  matter. 
Gentle  silk-in-my-fingers 
gentle-soft  negligible  weight 
Warm  even  pressure 
cold  steel  butt  of  my  best  friend 
Hard  in  the  small  of  my  back. 
More  pressing  matters 
at  hand. 

Breath  a  gentlesoft  cloud 
against  my  skin-supposed-to-be-tough 
velvet  heat 

warm  blood-won't-drip-tonite 
stainless-steel-clip-in-my-waistband 
painfully  remembered 
Overcome  by  the  present- 
oh,  my  term-of-endearment 
why  don't  you  sleep  again- 
rest  while  you  can 
no  nightmares  now 
wake  up  to  me 
without  spending  the  nite/ 
making  mistakes. 
Come-not-to... 
I  flaunt  the  two  watchers- 
allowing  the  moon  to 
caress  me  with  her  hands-so-soft 
as  the  leather 
and  the  silk 

-Richard  Brannigan 


Deep  within  the  chambers  of  my  soul 

Beyond  the  vast  exterior. 

Void  of  superficial  facades  and  motivation. 

There  lies  a  childlike  innocence 

Unexposed  by  outside  means 

Free  to  breathe, 

Unconformed  and  untainted. 

Naked. 

— Noelle  Albanese 

Ecclesiastes  3:1-8 

True,  we  were 
Honor  bound  to  faith  _ 
Homeless,  seeking  cure_ 
Wandering  like  wraiths 

Made  of  hope  and  trust 
In  the  traveled  road  . . . 
We  moved  to  quick  to  rust_ 
Leaving  the  fields  unsowed. 

There  was  no  more  time 
For  sitting  still,  alone  ... 
Dreaming  up  a  new  rhyme 
To  carve  on  an  ancient  bone 

Long  gnawed,  but  no  more 
A  nourishment  to  anyone. 
No  on  looked,  then,  to  even  score 
Or  revenge  . . .  time  only  to  run 


Was  left  to  us 

And  we  ran  like  the  darting 
Silver  fish  ...  no  time  for  fuss  . . . 
Or  painful,  tearful,  parting. 

We  saw  the  end  come  nearer  . . . 
Were  left  no  choice  than  to  go, 
Though  now  the  picture's  clearer. 
Still  we  run,  moving  low. 

— Erin  McChesney 
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Manipulandum  Lunaire 

Red  candlelight,  dancing  on  the  ceiling, 

Wind  whispers  my  name 

Provocatively  through  the  open  window- 

The  night  is  waning,  waning, 

And  the  birds  and  the  garbagemen 

Begin  their  predawn  duties. 

A  packet  of  pills, 

And  a  laser-sharp  blade, 

And  nothing  I  can  say 

Can  stop  the  wheels  of  fate  again, 

Or  can  it? 

The  candle  flickers  with  the  breeze. 

Dims  with  the  night, 

Wrap  the  night's  remnants  around  me, 

And  throw  your  arms 

Around  my  neck  one  more  time  from  behind, 

A  shadow  of  a  memory, 

Fading  with  the  night. 

Hold  me  with  your  voice, 

Until  I  hang  your  black  plastic  face 

Up  to  dry  of  its  tears  'till  the  morning. 

I  seal  a  letter  with  the  candle  wax, 

And  the  wick  dances  high  again, 

Then  wanes  with  the  night. 

Just  another  night,  that'll  never  be  the  same. 

Letting  your  hand  slip  into  unconsciousness, 

I  see  the  window,  ever  lighter. 

The  insinuating  breezes  ever  less  hinting. 

Inviting  the  inevitable. 

I  watch  the  last  glow  fade, 

As  I  blow  out  the  candle. 

— Richard  Brannigan 


Little  Girl's  Mirror 

I  look  in  the  mirror 

And  see  the  dirt  covering  my  face. 

Years  of  living  on  the  streets 

Callused  my  once  beautiful  white  face. 

I  grew  poor  and  hard, 

My  feminine  sensitivity  left  behind 

In  the  last  garbage  dump  I  ate  at. 

Slowly  the  conscience  of  my  eyes 

Grew  tolerant  and  accepting 

To  the  mud  being  hurled  in 

The  crystal  of  my  soul. 

My  Father's  voice  used  to  keep 

My  white  pinafores  spotless, 

But  I  decided  to  wear  a 

Red  dress  and  sell  myself 

Into  the  luring  lies  of 

All  this  world's  gifts. 

I  long  to  hear  the  pureness  of  His  voice 

On  the  mountaintop. 

I  want  Him  to  bathe  me  of  the  dirt 

Impermeated  in  the  scars  on  my  face. 

I  want  to  be  His  little  girl  again. 

—Kelly  Reed 


Backwards 

dniknu  yreve  htiw 
,noisserpxe  ro  deed  ro  drow 
woh  si  siht 
ruo  gnihcaet  er'ew 
kniht  ot  nerdlihc 


-Wesley  Biddy 
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"JAVA" 

"Diddley  dawn  Juan. 

That  door  handle  be  hangin' 

from  the  window  goosin'  too  long  to 

be  riding  the  clouds  on  my  gumball  machine." 

"How  many  anteaters  do  he  gotta  have  fo'  he  realized? 
Listen  son — she  ain't  walkin'  the  plane  home. 
Her  chalk  ran  out  of  gas  a  long  time  ago,  JAVA." 

"Mine  don't  say  that.   Mine  don't  say  that. 
Mine  don't  say  that  at  all..." 

"Stop  the  press!  Who's  that?  The  off  got  plugged  way  before  the  gypsy  moth  swam  up 

that  brick  wall,  and  i  don't  think  you're  hearing  me.   Hard  and  blunt,  tickin'...tickin'...tickin' 

SHOOT,  your  carpet  trees  are  losing  the  game  boy  and  you 

can't  dribble  that  one-two  punch  much  longer. 

Bo —  no  eagle's  gonna  count  to  34  when  my  table  barks  in  the  blue  Danube." 

"Straight  appalachia  sons  and  daughters straight  appalachia!"  snickers  Java. 

— White  Noon 


No  Hay  Quien  Los  Socorra 

Friday  night,  parking  lot  crowded  as  usual. 
Cars  from  all  over  converge  here  to  meet- 
Bright  lights,  noise,  not  quite  as  alone  in  here. 
A  boothful  of  drunks,  full  of  hilarity 
And  alcohol,  make  merry  by  the  John 
Where  they'll  puke  up  the  night's  wasted  earnings. 
Broken  old  men  sit  together  and  relive 
Their  glory  days,  then  shuffle  out  to  their  cars 
To  meet  reality,  alone,  and  later  weep. 
Worn  and  tired  regulars  sit  at  the  counter. 
Having  seen  it  all  before,  every  week. 
Third-shift  angel  with  a  blonde  halo 
Pours  coffee  and  derision  with  equal 
Adroitness,  judging  the  characters  she  deals  with, 
Then  executing  their  sentences  with  glee. 
Won't  be  eating  anything  at  all  tonight- 
I'll  beat  the  system  with  water  and  lemons. 
Then  leave  a  tip  for  nothing  but  service. 
In  a  way,  I  guess  I'm  a  regular. 
I  only  come  here  for  the  company. 
So  I  can  be  alone  with  someone  else. 
Parking  lot  was  still  crowded  when  I  left. 


The  Changing  of  the  Guard 

In  the  cool  night  air 

smell  the  scent  of  laughter- 
dying  on  the  wind. 
Hear  the  starlight 

pirouetting  on  the  cool  chocolate  ground. 
Dancing  through  the  trees. 

to  the  rhythm  of  falling  tears- 
echoing  through  the  night. 
Taste  the  lingering  sorrow  of  the  sun 

to  leave  its  faithful  post 
To  the  trust  of  the  angry  moon- 

who  curses  with  its  fiery  tongues. 
Feel  the  molted,  golden  moondrops 

sting  your  lips,  and  melt- 
like honey  in  your  mouth. 

— Danna  Amerman 


-Jeremy  DS  Clough 
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Continuum 

Just  beneath  the  corner  of  the  night 

Where  gravel-colored  cloud  kisses  fragmentary  dawn, 

The  terrifying  truths  lie  dormant. 

Undulating  coldly  through  a  sieve  of  starry  pain, 

Shattered,  incandescent,  arabesque 

Like  onyx  eyes  weeping  frozen  tears. 

Onyx  eyes  with  slits  of  brilliant  flame, 

Fluttering  limply  forward  through  silent  avenues, 

Whirling  like  a  whisper  through  tissue  paper  air, 

Reluctantly  relenting  to  a  transient  devotion 

Made  petulant  and  dazzled  by  tangerines  and  Christmas  lights. 

Lucid  as  the  frost  upon  the  glass. 

The  frost  upon  the  glass  which  holds  the  ice 
Distorts  the  sound  within,  though  palpable  and  still, 
Like  children  on  the  floor  before  the  fire 
Or  breath  within  a  sunken  earthen  jar. 
Susceptible  to  augury,  defiant  of  the  facts, 
Whetting  the  grindstone  with  a  piece  of  wax. 

— E.  Andrew  Lee 


Fairy  Tale  Truffles 

I  love  those  romantic  fairy-tales  with 
a  pinch  of  prowessed  princes,  a  dash  of  damsels 
in  distress,  a  spoonful  of  succulent  step-mothers, 
and  whisked  with  a  wicked  witch,  topped  with  a 
happy  ending.   Sprinkled  with  reality. 

— anonymous 


"The 
telling  of 
beautiful, 
untrue 
things 
is  the 
proper 
aim  of 
art." 


-Oscar  Wilde 
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The  Hole 


The  night  was  sparse  and  yellowing. 
Clawing  at  the  edges  of  mercy 
With  glowing,  half-bitten  nubs. 
Our  trio  pummeled  and  whispered 
Through  crimson,  dew-splotched  ivy 
Searching  the  ground  for  the  ghostly  path. 
Angry  and  familiar  since  our  last  excursion. 


She  spoke: 

(I  assumed  she  spoke  to  him). 

"You  expect  to  see  your  mothei 

Odyssean  suddenly 

He  produced  a  shrunken  spade 

Crimson-tipped  like  ivy 

Which  observed  our  idiot  rites. 


The  foremost  figure,  not  a  leader  really. 

Just  a  man  whose  name  I  have  forgotten, 

His  face  was  trout 

Swollen  and  buttoning  at  the  air, 

The  yellow  teasing  lending  him 

An  aura  of  redemption. 

She  was  perpendicular 
Macedonian  peddler 
Veiny  mapping  conscience 
Shouldered  between  our  shadows 
Always  drifting  left  toward  snarling  trees, 
Stultifying  timothy  grass 
In  vernal  kneeling  bunches. 
I  brought  up  the  rear. 


But  the  spade  was  useless. 
No  digging  needed  here. 
The  hole  was  there,  corporeal 
Or  maybe  piratical, 
Half-blind  and  oblivious 
To  ages  of  noiseless  worming, 
Like  her,  a  treasure  underneath 
All  that  cryptic  cedar. 

My  mind  drifted  to  pleasures 
I  thought  to  never  have: 
Eating  South  African  mango, 
Don  Giovanni  in  Salzburg, 
Solving  Aristarchus 
That  name-ridden  man  from  Acts. 


We  moved,  uniform  and  wistful. 

Behind  against  below 

Before  into 

Unevenly  spaced 

Waiting  for  some  music  to  begin, 

Something  hallucinatory  and  thematic 

To  distract  us. 

We  gathered  at  the  holeo 
Not  a  chasm  or  abyss 
Just  a  hole  as  wide  as  pain 
Simmering  and  furnished 
No  one  knew  how  deep 
Earth-absorbing  black 
Squatting  mute  and  aloof. 


Later,  drinking  absinthe. 

I  learned  that  lines  had  suggested  themselves 

Too  early  in  his  brain  for  recitation. 

So  he  blinked  into  the  hole 

And  groaned  for  our  amusement. 

Hours  coalesced,  became  chronic. 

Then  he  fumbled  from  his  pocket 

A  beer-stained  matchbook, 

Tore  his  hand  across  it, 

Sulfuric  stench,  flashing. 

Breaking  the  night  in  a  second. 

We  recognized  each  other  and 

Before  the  matches  struck  the  ground 

She  laughed,  I  screamed,  he  fell  into  the  hole. 


-E.  Andrew  Lee 
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-(Dying) 


Innocence  to  Perfection 


Three  men  hung  on  trees  (dying) 
One  cursed 
One  pleaded 
One  prayed 

Three  men  hung  on  trees  (dying) 

One  spat  insults 

One  yearned  for  mercy 

One  gave  the  words  of  life 

Three  men  hung  on  trees  (dying) 

One  mocking 

One  searching 

One  bleeding  power  of  salvation 

Three  men  hung  on  trees  (dying) 
One  died  empty 
One  died  redeemed 
One  died  for  me 

Three  men  hung  on  trees  (dying) 
One  to  damnation 
One  to  glory 
One  to  save  me 

Three  men  hung  on  trees  (dying) 

One  went  to  Hades 

One  went  to  Paradise 

One  went  to  rip  my  soul  from  Hell 

Three  men 
Three  trees 

Two  thieves 
Two  sinners 

One  way 
One  truth 
One  life 

— Bryan  Kelly 


A  push-and-shove,  a  rough-and-tumble  game 
Attracting  children  from  their  early  days. 
No  knowing  from  how  long  ago  it  came, 
Yet  it  was  then  and  even  now  it  stays. 
A  mound  of  rock  or  leaves  or  clay  will  do; 
One  stands  on  top  and  others  drag  him  down. 
"King  of  the  Hill."  The  name  is  nothing  new 
To  kids  from  any  country,  state,  or  town. 

He  sits  behind  a  desk  for  thirty  years; 
He  hardly  even  knows  he  has  a  wife. 
She  must  dry  their  children's  fatherless  tears 
And  then  her  own,  and  dream  of  family  life. 
His  family  wants  for  nothing;  he'll  provide. 
He's  got  it  all;  position,  money,  power. 
Forever  he  is  cold  and  hard  inside, 
"King  of  the  Hill,"  outside  for  but  an  hour. 

A  boy  was  born  in  poverty  and  pain. 

His  mother  and  stepfather  young  and  poor. 

They  worked  for  every  penny;  it  was  plain 

That  in  his  life  he  could  expect  no  more. 

The  young  man  did  not  follow  quite  the  same 

Highway  of  life  that  friends  and  neighbors  planned. 

Itinerant  preaching  made  him  a  name, 

Forgiving  sins  and  healing  in  the  land. 

Religious  leaders  would  not  hear  him  speak 

And  they  persuaded  judges  to  their  will. 

This  man  who  healed  the  sick  and  raised  the  meek 

Between  two  thieves  became  "King  of  the  Hill." 

— Autumn  Wilder 
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It's  the  pin-sized  hole  that  sinks  the  ship. 

The  ieeberg  that  sunk  the  Titanic,  only  used  its  tip. 

It's  the  spreading  camp  fire  that  goes  unchecked, 

And  the  glance  at  the  radio  that  causes  the  wreck. 

A  matter  of  timing  and  inches  results  in  cheers, 

And  one  wrong  step  can  end  a  career. 

The  full  tranquility  of  oceans,  exists  in  two  blue  eyes, 

And  the  noble  beauty  of  an  eagle,  speakds  volumes  of  the  lofty  skies. 

For  we  marvel  at  the  destructive  force  of  the  mighty  hurricane. 

But  don't  we  realize  that  a  tiny  germ  can  cause  greater  suffering  and  pain? 

And  we  gasp  at  the  awesome  artwork  of  erosion  and  earthquakes. 

But  how  often  do  we  notice  the  exquisite  splendor  of  the  snowflakes? 

You  see  our  dreams  are  big,  our  goals  are  high,  we  all  want  to  be  kings. 

And  so  often  in  our  quest  for  greatness,  we  miss  the  little  things. 

A  gorgeous  sunset,  a  gentle  breeze,  the  sparkling  dewdrop  on  a  rose. 

A  purring  kitten,  a  rainbow  in  a  window,  the  wiggling  of  a  baby's  toes. 

For  the  tongue  controls  the  body  as  the  rudder  does  the  ship, 

And  the  heart  yields  to  the  mind  as  the  horse  does  to  the  whip. 

And  our  Father  up  in  heaven — His  vision  never  narrow, 

Knows  the  number  of  our  hairs — His  eye  is  on  the  sparrow. 

For  though  we're  tiny  here  on  earth,  and  in  the  vast  expanse  of  space. 

He  sees  us  all  as  diamonds  in  the  rough,  through  His  amazing  grace. 

And  He  can  see  sequoias  in  the  future,  when  all  we  see  is  seedlings  scattered, 

And  He  wants  to  teach  us  that  so  often  times  .  .  .  it's  the  little  things  that  matter. 


-Rob  Curry 


"Science  is  for  those  who  learn;  poetry,  for  those  who  know." 

-Joseph  Roux 
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Shame 

Shame... 

Why  have  you  chosen  Me 

To  share  your  bitter  friendship  with? 

Shame... 
When  did  I  learn  to  welcome  your  presence  in  my  heart? 

Shame... 
What  can  you  possibly  teach  me? 

Shame... 

Where  has  my  flower  of  beauty  been  stolen  away  to 

By  your  steely  grasp? 

Shame... 

You  are  an  unyielding  teacher  of  hope. 

For  where  you  reside  ashes  abide 

Out  of  your  ashes  God  has  taken  the  waste 
Refreshed  it  through  the  water  of  his  Spirit 

Made  you  into  an  earthen  vessel 

A  new  vessel  that  is  designed  to  be  filled  not  emptied 

A  vessel  where  hope  resides 

I  thank  you  Shame... 
For  your  friendship 

For  without  your  steely  touch 
I  would  not  long  for  the  tender  caress  of  honor 

I  will  remember  you  fondly,  though  bitterly, 

For  it  was  you  who  stabbed  my  heart 
With  the  wound  that  only  true  love  can  heal. 

Shame... 
My  bitter  friend. 

— Tobey  Laudner 
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Invert 

Render  your  decision. 

the  god; 

the  judge; 

you' re  the  ruler, 

you? 

that  I  could  affect 

to  think 
who  am  i 
matters,  anyway; 

really 
them  is  all  that 
your  view  of 

for  you. 
angle  is  best 
to  whatever, 

UMop  apisdn 
turn  them  dnuora, 
please,  if  you  will, 
my  intentions 
Invert 

— Jay  Adams 


Dry 


World  Without  End,  Part  1 

Sleepy  shadows,  restless  at  night; 
Creation  she  waits  lor  her  morning  light; 
And  in  those  shadows,  look  and  you'll  see 
Cold,  dark  remnants  of  her  history: 
Broken  landscapes  telling  the  story 
Of  great  fallen  empires  of  lackluster  glory. 
Falling  victim  to  the  winds  of  change, 
Holding  on  until  nothing  remains  but  the 
Feeble  reminder  of  something  once  there 
That  fell  like  a  star  in  fiery  flare  - 

All  despair  vanish!  The  Creator  He  brings 
That  which  makes  all  creation  sing... 
For  a  brief  moment  one  thinks  it  won't  come: 
"What  has  happened  to  our  Glorious  Sun?" 

Fear  is  shattered  by  an  explosion  of  light: 
The  horizon  awakes  and  shrugs  off  the  night. 

The  sun  has  arisen  once  again, 
And  with  it  a  new  day  is  ushered  in; 
Everything  made  new;  the  old  is  undone. 
Because  of  the  return  of  our  Glorious  Sun. 


My  mind  is  a  desert 
And  rain  is  my  words 
Now  I  am  crawling 
And  forced  to  eat  sand, 
Looking  for  cactus  (or  a  nice  Paoti). 
Even  the  nourishing  wetness,  thougl 
Of  cactus  water  leaves 
Minute  bitter  reflections- 
I  am  dry  and  barren 
And  my  horizons  are  clear, 
No  obstructions 
To  my  view  of  nothing. 
So  this  era, 

Nothing  is  what  I  write- 
That  a  flood  cannot  requite  my 
Restless,  expressionless  psyche. 
Flooding  could  only  serve  to  drown 
A  sip  I  would  soon  forget, 
And  just  enough- 
Seems  a  fairy  tale. 


-Nathan  Johnson 


"Poetry 
is  a  way  of 
taking  life 
by  the 
throat." 

-Robert  Frost 


-Jonathan  Tyndall 
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Fort  Hill  Memoirs 

Moonlight  falls  over  a  lonely  hill, 
And  shatters  on  the  dried  ground, 
Glittering  in  a  thousand  broken  fragments. 
The  night  wind  carries  a  chill. 
I'm  alone  here,  hoping  I  won't  be  found- 
In  a  way,  I  feel  that  I  was  almost  sent... 
I've  no  business  in  here,  nothing's  at  hand, 
Except  that  its  midnight  in  Cleveland. 

Midnight  rings  from  an  Episcopal  tower, 
And  floats  through  the  clear  night  air, 
It  wouldn't  bother  me,  but  it's  an  interruption. 
It's  warmer  tonight,  at  the  assignation  hour, 
But  when  I  went  to  the  place,  she  wasn't  there. 
I  hope  my  accomplice  appears  before  it's  done... 
Danger  in  the  air,  dagger  in  my  hand, 
Death  lurks,  and  it's  midnight  in  Cleveland. 

Moonlight  spills  in  through  the  window, 
Dripping  over  me,  puddling  on  my  skin, 
Shining  like  a  burnished  blade  in  the  light. 
It's  far  too  warm  tonight,  and  I  know 
There  are  other  places  I  should  have  been, 
But  I'm  back  here,  and  I  wonder  if  I'm  right... 
And  I  know  I'm  wrong,  and  I  don't  understand, 
The  moon's  up,  and  it's  midnight  in  Cleveland. 

— Jeremy  DS  Clough 


someone's  grandmother 

walking  down  a  cracked  and  crooked  street 
(gnarled  knurled  hands  gripping  a  straight  cane 

as  one  would  grasp  tightly  to  a  rail 

creeping  by  a  deep  steep  crevice 

looking  like  one  of  Orphe's  children 

hair  wavy  crazy  gray  straying  out  from  her 

head 

like  so  many  brave  brazen  tomcats 

prehistoric  plaid  dress  hiding  a  warped  form 

like  the  uniform  of  the  unkempt 

wrinkles  carving  cracks  in  a  face 

like  glaciers  slipping  slowly  over  ice 

eyes  suspiciously  darting  at  every 

lavishly  garmented  passer-by 

like  arrows  frantically  flung  in  desperate  defense 

cracked  lips  curled  around  rotted  tiny  teeth 

like  an  old  suitcase  full  of  yellowed,  tattered  pictures 

thin  spindly  limbs  made  strong  with  many  seasons 

like  wispy  webs  supporting  fat  wide  spiders) 


to  buy  beans  at  the  curb  market. 


Lovesonnet 


-jay  adams 


I  have  absorbed  and  am  dripping  with 

your  whirlpool  yes  has  left  me  vacant 

rooms  available  for  one  night  only 

you  can  make  me  like  this 

is  the  only  way  I  want  to  see  my  life 

in  the  light  that  announces  your  smile 

is  enough  to  kill  the  unsuspecting 

hearts  are  vulnerable  to  words  and  blood 

drip  from  open  mouths  forming  the  obvious 

is  often  less  real  than  apparent  and  fashionably 

I  hello  your  oblivion  with  open  arms 

accept  the  whirlpool  yes  of  your  smile 

and  kiss  me  quick  before  your  vulnerable  lips 

form  the  obvious  words  and  blood  of  my  heart 


-Wesley  Biddy 
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Hey,  diddle,  diddle 

Hey.  diddle,  diddle 

the  cat's  in  the  middle 

of  a  fight  between  the  cow  and  die  spoon 

the  little  dog  wept  for  the  fools  in  the  darkness 

and  the  dish  took  a  sip  of  the  moon 

Hey,  diddle,  diddle 

the  eow's  got  the  fiddle 

and  he's  sure  to  kill  ihe  cat  and  the  spoon 

the  little  dog  screamed  at  the  fools  in  the  darkness 

and  the  dish  took  a  trip  to  the  moon 

Hey,  diddle,  diddle 

the  cat  told  a  riddle 

now  the  cow  is  having  soup  with  the  spoon 

the  little  dog  laughed  at  the  fools  in  the  darkness 

and  the  dish  took  a  tip  from  the  moon 

Hey,  diddle,  diddle 

the  cow's  on  the  griddle 

and  the  cat  is  chasing  after  the  spoon 

the  little  dog  wept  for  the  fools  in  the  darkness 

and  the  dish  took  a  rip  at  the  moon 

— Wesley  Biddy 


"A  poem  is  never 
finished,  only 
abandoned." 

-Paul  Valery 


A  Morning's  Duties 

Water  runs  down  your  face 

you  grab  the  towel  to  catch  the  drops. 

it  smells  of  yesterday's  mask. 

You  throw  it  into  the  basket 

and  in  the  air  it  unravels 

It  lands,  laying  on  the  floor. 

You  look  at  your  reflection, 

as  you  can  now  see  bags  under  your  eyes. 

it  is  another  dragging  morning. 

You  reach  for  your  mask  of  cosmetics 

and  begin  to  hide  your  face. 

It  is  just  another  ordinary  morning. 

— Melissa  Shaw 


Your  eyes  speak  a  language  my  ears  cannot  hear. 

Yet  my  heart  responds  to  their  depths. 

In  a  moment,  before  I  can  catch  my  breath, 

You  have  captured  me  within  your  grasp. 

I  run,  run  from  you,  but  I  must  come  back. 

Excitement  in  my  fear,  a  drum  in  my  breast. 
And  a  mysterious,  burning  fire. 
The  song  of  my  spirit  is  joy  and  grief, 
A  confused  symphony  of  desire. 

— Melissa  Nichols 
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Pursued  by  demons  of  indecision, 

Fleeing  demands  of  a  grown-up  world, 

I  speed  down  the  interstate  headed  nowhere. 

Wind  grasps  the  blaring  music 

From  my  ears  to  tangle  my  hair 

Like  the  knotted  chaos  of  life  around  me. 

I  long  for  a  simpler  time. 

Someone  else's  arms  offering  support. 

Young  chubby  legs  pretending  to  reach 

The  pedal  magically  operating 

The  vehicle  swerving  past  a  garage 

To  do  donuts  in  the  yard. 

— Melissa  Nichols 


the  lawn  mower  salesman 

His  brown,  dirty  eyes 
tell  no  stories, 

and  the  lines  in  his  face 
are  from  nothing  but  age. 

He's  not  weathered 
or  worn 
just  old. 

a  life  untouched  by  strife 

his  struggles, 
one  inch  deep 
and  short-lived. 


there's  no  wife 

or  children, 

just  a  12-year-old  mutt. 

what's  left, 

go  fish  and  die? 


Stained  Tabletop 


-April  Almogabar 


I  hear  them  downstairs,  singing  softly  to  the  melody 

And  I  tremble  while  wishing  I  could  sing  like  that,  feel  like  that. 

Genuflect  to  the  summoning  wind  of  disenchantment  - 

A  lonely  minstrel's  song  of  worship  to  the  only  escape  he  knows. 

The  song  struggle  through  the  ceiling  while  dying  slowly  through  the  aching  of  a 

melancholy  audience, 
That  reality  of  failed  attempts  at  poetry, 
While  aspiring  to  escape  modern  catechism. 

Writer's  dream  of  fame  and  fortune  with  their  faces  on  scarred  tabletops. 
Only  I  know  the  secret  message  of  the  trembling  fingers  and  haunting  voice, 
His  lips  spread  slightly  in  an  erotic  attempt  to  kiss  the  misplaced  virtue  of  his  followers. 
My  couch  sags  with  each  helpless  breath  in  rhythm  with  the  river  of  the  piano,  destroyed 

by  cigarette  smoke  and  Billie  Holiday. 
Play  on,  sir;  play  you  timeless  melody  for  me. 
So  I  may  capture  it  in  my  dying  dreams. 

— Jessica  Palmer 
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Creative  Writing 


Two  cups  of  tea, 

a  wrought-iron  tabic 

a  silvery  birch 

where  two  figures  converse. 


One  sits  quiet, 

listening  only, 

her  wings  glistening  moist, 

her  eyes  lowered  respectfully. 

The  other  is  a  flame, 
growing,  pulsing. 
His  tire  is  purging 
and  he  speaks  to  Psyche. 

Psyche  drops  her  eyes, 
takes  notes  on  these  words, 
rips  the  papers, 
releases  them  to  the  wind. 

II 

I  hear  a  voice, 
a  maddening  stream 
of  things  once  known, 
of  things  once  said. 

the  voice  tells  me  truth, 

and  things  neither  true  nor  false. 

things  that  just  are 

in  the  world  we  create  like  God. 


Ill 

Dreams  like  fog  machines 
and  synthetic  lightning 
Visions  like  clear 
and  sparkling  gemstones  of  glass 

Hope  like  chains 
holding  hands  to  arms, 
Reaffirming 
What  will  be. 

Thoughts  like  glasses 
hitting  the  floor, 
releasing  their  beauty 
in  a  dazzling  implosion. 

That  word,  like  blood, 
tastes  fresh  and  new, 
yet  has  always  been 
on  the  tip  of  your  tongue. 

— Jason  Davis 


The  voice  flows  by, 

I  snatch  what  I  can 

from  the  rushing  crystal  memory, 

yellow,  parched  scraps. 

And  piece  them  together, 
give  them  color  again, 
to  find  a  meaning  in  words 
that  aren't  mine. 
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My  Aunt  and  Ivan  Ilyich 

I  introduced  my  aunt  to  Ivan  Ilyich. 

When  I  stepped  to  her  bedside 

Tolstoy  took  her  hand 

In  some  distant,  crystal  room 

Full  of  inscrutable  Turkish  tapestries 

With  gilded  palms  pressing  polished  brass. 


Ivan  slipped  through  the  light 
From  his  black  sack  emerged,  entered 
Her  intricate,  fading  world. 
Smells  of  rusted  frying  pans 
Hanging  ominously  from  the  ceiling 
And  sentinels  of  shotguns 
Propped  in  cracking  oaken  cabinets 
Peered  into  the  graceless  gloom 
In  Russian  West  Virginia. 
Inimical  calico  splotches 
Chambered  in  her  consonant  terror 
Became  pivotal  and  grasping 
Like  breakers  of  sightless  starfish 
In  oceans  austere  and  unknown. 

The  burgundy  backdrop  of  her  hair 

Called  to  cavalier  casino  clowns 

And  barristers  in  musty  frocks 

Gathered  in  liturgical  comedy 

Searching  other  rhythms,  seeking  newer  lives. 

"Somewhere  I  must  find  a  dawn  ..." 
She  wrote,  with  ellipses  thereafter. 


E.  Andrew  Lee 


What  is  "Like"? 

So  you  "like"  me. 

What  is  "like"? 

Does  that  mean 

That  you  will 

Look  me  over 

For  a  time  . . . 

Deciding? 

Or  will  you 

Be  already 

Half  way  in 

Love  with  me  ... 

Oh!  Did  I 

Say  it  too  plain? 

My  big  mouth  ... 

But  I  won't  apologize  ... 

No,  Sir. 

It's  a  valid 

Question 

And  I've  got 

Good  reason 

To  wonder. 

What  is  "Like"? 

And  can  I 

Build  a 

Future 
On  that? 


-Erin  L.  McChesney 
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Indifference 

I  am  almost  home  beyond  the  roaming  wilderness  of  civilization, 

I  look  down  but  can  no  longer  see  my  own  virginity 

feel  the  funk  of  driven  capability 

kiss  the  impotence  of  forgotten  passion. 

Shrink  and  shrivel,  I  can  part  the  sea. 

Dry  eyes  are  crying  frozen  liquor,  for  she  is  drunk  with  impassive  reasoning. 

Closed  minds,  chained  reactions,  did  you  forget  that  you  made  a  promise  to  hold  me 

until  the  dying  of  the  sunset? 
It  doesn't  rain  anymore. 

Wasteland  passion  broke  my  pride  and  denied  me  heaven's  door 
When  the  key  was  in  my  sunshine  hands. 

Did  you  forget  that  pain  is  part  of  the  infinite  joy  of  manipulation? 
Fire  drinks  in  the  passing  of  heroin  addicts  and  sunglassed  fear  that  wastes  away 
Nothing. 

Ready,  aim,  fire,  fly 

Rage  dies  at  the  coming  womanhood  of  indifference  - 
But  so  does  servanthood. 

Walk  down  the  hackneyed  path  your  peers  have  set  before  you. 

Run  towards  the  bright,  white  light  to  find  there's  nothing  new. 

Tell  your  parents  that  Hell  doesn't  exist 

And  hand  it  to  them  on  a  silver  platter. 

Look  at  the  naked  war  bathed  in  the  cities  flickering  lights 

And  remember... 

"Free  at  last,  Free  at  last,  thank  God  Almighty..." 

I'm  dead  at  last 

As  a  single  tear  flows  down  my  skin. 

You   starved  my  dreams. 

But  I  live  on,  anonymous  to  all  except  one. 

Yet  to  Him  I  refuse  to  cry. 

Curl  in  my  toes  with  empathy. 

Hurdle  over  the  sighing  silver  moonlight. 

It  calls  to  me,  in  my  sleep,  the  woman  who  is  watching  the  world. 

For  her  I  have  respect  -  her  creator  remains  unburdened  by  my  praise. 

Are  shaved  legs  the  sign  of  freedom? 

My  freedom  roams  the  countryside  pleading  for  purpose  and  electricity  - 

the  magic  that  courses  through  my  veins  and  numbs  the  frozen  secrets  of  my 
Weary  heart. 
I  cringe  at  the  reflection  of  my  own  inadequacy. 
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Cruel  indifference  marks  the  path  of  my  righteousness 

Concealed  dreams  yearn  for  peace  and  temptation. 

Do  you  wallow  in  my  wretchedness 

Or  chide  my  perfunctory  existence? 

Either  way  the  watcher  of  the  moon  writes  His  sonnet  on  a  tapestry  of  unwoven 

humanity. 
Exonerate  my  fear  and  partial  miscomprehension 
For  my  will  was  to  understand  - 
but  not  to  Trust. 
And  only  my  mind  remains  steadfast  against  he  flowing  current  of  grace. 

Once  a  Utopia  called  Heaven  was  built 
Then  I  smashed  it  with  my  destitution. 
Crave  only  Him,  and  He  will  come. 

Shoot  up,  drink  up,  smoke  up,  smoke  out 

Lie  with  the  demons  of  not-quite-love 

I  can't  wait  for  tomorrow,  for  Eternity 

Begins 

Now  -  with  toleration  of  apathy  - 

Or  knees  bended  for  forgiveness. 

A  single  raindrop  flows  down  my  skin. 

— Jessica  Palmer 


Label 

I  recall  the  tainted  photographs 

The  ones  that  make  me  scream 

Rnutirip  I  recall  the  subtle  massacres 

rvuuiuiL  The  inner  batUe  scenes 

10  PRINT  "I  hate  myself."  I've  taunted  with  this  bitter  love 
20  GOTO  10  This  love  for  earth  and  sin 

by  Eve  wrestled  with  this  hated  beast 
John  Beeler  ^ms  monster  deep  within 

Label  me  Barabbas 

Laugh  and  call  me  names 

I  do  not  deserve  nor  comprehend 
The  forgiveness  of  that  day 


-S.  Crosby 
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Jacob 


Laban's  land  is  not  unkind. 

The  sown  seed  germinates 

Noiselessly,  at  leisure 

Yawning  wetly  upward  into  azure; 

The  berries  spring  wildly  from  the  northern  gorge 

Sandals  puncturing  a  pomegranate  skin 

Stubble  left  by  reapers 

Stubble  on  my  chin 

Left  scorehed  and  sullen 

Like  a  seven-year  summer 

Crackled  and  callused  by  the  insolent  heat 

Pomegranate  juice,  evidence  of  life 

Desiccated,  splayed  upon  the  earth 

Like  bloody  webs  creasing  both  my  palms 

In  patterns  prefiguring  a  crucifix. 

Shape  the  dirt  to  form  the  words  "I  love"; 
Or  let  the  gestures  speak  of  love  themselves: 
Hewing  sage  in  the  corner  of  a  plain 
Breaking  stone  in  the  center  of  a  field 
With  hazy  heat  luring  lazy  flies. 

Faint  familiar  tracings  of  a  finger  in  the  dust 
Beyond  the  sheep  pen's  eastern  wall; 
A  scattered  heap  of  rocks  strewn 
Rudely  by  a  nameless,  faceless  form. 
I'll  gather  them  tomorrow  toward  dusk 
Chilling  as  the  beetles  creep 
Beneath  the  soggy  wood  to  hide  in  holes. 
Laban  wants  a  boundary  for  the  sugar  field. 

First  glimpse  of  my  cousin  Rachel, 
Her  name  and  face  like  liquid 
Cream  within  a  ladle. 
Warming  to  the  touch. 
Kissing  her  and  crying 
Before  we'd  ever  spoken 
Rolling  the  stone  away 
So  that  her  flocks  could  drink. 
And  when  she  turned,  drowning 
In  a  wave  of  effervescent  hair. 
That's  all  that  I  remember — 
That,  and  cream  within  a  ladle. 


Rachel's  eyes  are  jasper. 

Muted  just  enough 

To  see  the  moistened  mirror 

Glint  along  the  edge  suggesting  silk. 

Leah  is  a  gray-eyed  girl. 
The  ovals  are  opaque. 
They  lie  within  her  head 
Like  stones  within  a  brook, 
Suggesting  nothing. 

Rachel  glides  between  the  tents, 
An  enigmatic,  flowing  figure. 
Noonday  sun  stabbing  my  eyes, 
Absorbing  the  heat,  beholding  the  girl, 
\feeL  not  see  that  she  is  there. 

I  want  a  wedding  band  one  size  too  small, 

Chafing,  remindful  of  the  labor 

And  the  loss  of  seven  cycles,  planting  and  harvest — 

Gold  that  glimmers  in  the  gloom 

When  the  candlewax  has  hardened  on  the  lip 

Like  a  kiss  too  painfully  won. 

Tomorrow  is  my  wedding  day. 

Seven  shortest  years  of  my  life 

Since  footsteps  brought  me  to  Paddan  Aram. 

Now,  stretched  here  on  this  goat-hair  blanket 

Methodically  swishing  the  sweet-smelling  balm. 

Myrrh  and  thyme  and  boysenberry  curd 

Revolving  in  a  bluish  pinkish  circle 

To  strip  the  earthy  stench  from  my  leathery  skin 

And  wrap  me  in  ambrosial  aroma 

Pleasing  to  a  wife  with  jasper  eyes. 

The  moon  is  cracking  at  the  edges. 
The  cicadas  are  indignant. 
It's  four  a.m.  by  their  bellowing. 
Tomorrow  I  shall  brush  the  goat  hair  soft 
To  welcome  my  wife  to  my  bed. 

Two  pair  of  feet  tread  the  gravel  path 
Stopping  fifty  paces  downwind. 
Leah  and  Laban  are  laughing. 

— E.  Andrew  Lee 
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by  Melissa  Shaw 
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by  Erin  McChesney 
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by  Johanna  Cline 
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J/n  art,  the  best  is  aoocl  enoaah. 

-JoLnn    W/„oon9oe/L 


43 


Anthology 


Fall  1997 


anonymous 


by  Melissa  Shaw 


by  Matthew  Cornett 
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by  Kyle  Green 


by  Anonymous 
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by  Melissa  Shaw 
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Anne  Blair 
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Jvecer  trust  the  artist  trust  the  fate 

—2)lXJL 


49 


Anthology 


Fall  1997 


Will  the  Circle  Be  Unbroken? 


The  suds  covered  the  raw,  work-worn  hands  as 
they  swiftly  made  short  work  of  the  ehipped  plates 
in  the  basin.  Absorbed  in  her  work,  Emma 
straightened  suddenly  as  the  stillness  was  shat- 
tered by  the  shriek  of  the  siren.  "Mommy,  what's 
it?"  cried  two-year  old  Rose,  tugging  on  her  moth- 
er's plain  cotton  dress.  "Make  it  stop!"  she  wailed 
her  young  voice  matching  that  of  the  siren  in  pitch 
and  almost  in  volume. 

Absentmindedly,  Emma  swooped  the  lean 
youngster  into  her  wiry  arms  and  hurried  to  the 
sagging  front  porch.  "Cave-in,"  she  whispered  to 
herself,  fear  and  dread  draining  her  face  of  color. 
Every  family  in  these  West  Virginia  hills  knew  the 
sound  of  the  "cave-in"  alarm  and  the  inevitable 
death  that  always  followed.  Emma's  mind  was  not 
on  the  color  tinged  leaves  racing  around  the 
mountains  of  Conllin's  Peak,  but  back  to  the  year 
when  she  was  approximately  eight  years  old.  (She 
was  never  sure  of  when  her  birthday  was).  The 
nightmarish  whistle  had  sounded  from  the  same 
mouth  of  death  proclaiming  the  end  or  her  father's 
life.  The  burly,  bearded  man  she  believed  to  be 
invincible  despite  his  hidden  dealings  with  those 
clay  jugs  and  the  times  he  would  awaken  her  at 
night,  a  crazed  look  in  his  eyes.  A  beam  had  fall- 
en, smashing  down  on  his  broad  shoulders,  break- 
ing his  back  and  neck.  She  also  recalled  the  grim 
look  of  determination  on  her  mother's  face  as  the 
tears  threatened  to  fall.  "Come  on,  Emma,"  she 
had  stated  evenly,  jaw  set,  back  straighter  than  one 
of  the  proud  pines  in  the  bottoms,  "we  gotta  git  the 
house  ready  fer  visitors  thet'll  be  comin'  soon," 
Emma  had  been  forced  to  quit  going  to  the  dilap- 
idated schoolhouse  in  town.  She  had  not  really 
minded,  her  attendance  was  never  all  that  regular. 

"Ma,  is  Pa  goin'  be  alright?"  questioned  ten- 
year  old  Judson,  his  eyes  large  and  serious,  his  tan 
jaws  working  furiously  in  the  midday  sun.  The 
question  jolted  her  back  into  the  present  and 


Emma  stared  at  him,  her  mind  churning,  and  then 
widened  her  gaze  to  scan  the  scruffy  brood  of  five 
standing  on  the  splintery  porch  around  her.  Emma 
ignored  the  question,  fearing  her  voice  would 
break.  "You'uns  git  in  the  house  an  stay  put  'til  I 
tell  ya  otherwise,"  Her  voice  then  softened,  "You 
can  fetch  the  rag  dolls  fer  the  girls  if'n  ya  want  to, 
son."  Judson  glanced  at  her,  his  young  ears  cap- 
turing the  hollowness  and  pity  in  her  tone,  know- 
ing full  well  the  dolls  were  only  for  very  special 
occasions.  He  nodded  and  silently  turned  on  his 
barefoot  heel  and  marched  the  children  inside. 

Emma  sat  woodenly  in  her  rocker  that  had 
formed  to  the  contortions  of  her  body  after  so 
many  summer  nights,  fall  days,  and  spring  morn- 
ings. It  wasn't  until  dusk  when  the  bright  eyes  of 
the  owls  began  to  shine  and  the  mist  sank  on  the 
tops  of  the  mountains,  hiding  their  age  old  mis- 
eries and  raw  beauty,  that  she  finally  caught  sight 
of  a  form  walking  towards  the  house.  It  wasn't 
Joshua,  it  wasn't  the  strong,  capable  face  that 
broke  into  the  light  of  the  bare  bulb  hanging  on  the 
porch.  It  wasn't  the  man  who  had  taken  her  to  be 
his  bride  at  age  fourteen  and  never  left  her.  It  was 
the  oldest  Parker  boy  from  the  family  over  in  The 
Gulch.  He  merely  shook  his  head,  eyes  red- 
rimmed  and  face  sooty  and  black,  He  did  not 
speak  a  word,  he  just  stared,  the  horror  of  the  day 
numbing  his  voice.  Emma  stared  back,  heart 
falling  and  never  stopping.  She  stood,  nodded  her 
thanks,  and  he  turned  to  go.  Stiffly,  she  turned  to 
into  the  house  where  the  children  were  prowling 
restlessly.  "Come  on,  we  gotta  git  the  house  ready 
fer  visitors." 

-Carrie  Martin 
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Ryan,  Where  are  You?" 


Every  morning  while  the  residents  of  Darwin 
Avenue  are  getting  ready  for  work  and  school;  Ms. 
Mossinger  prepares  herself  to  sit  in  front  of  her 
kitchen  window.  Ms.  Mossinger,  a  women  in  the 
prime  of  her  life,  spends  everyday  in  the  kitchen  of 
her  two  bedroom  apartment.  She  watches  every  per- 
son and  every  action,  making  sure  not  to  miss  any- 
thing. Occasionally  she  will  yell  out  the  window  to 
a  small  child,  "Where's  your  mother?  Make  sure  she 
knows  where  you  are  so  she  doesn't  worry  about 
you."  When  she  does  they  look  up  and  smile,  but  Ms. 
Mossinger  never  smiles  back.  She  just  continues  to 
watch  the  street,  as  though  she  is  looking  for  some- 
one. Often  times  Mr.  Walter  walks  by  and  waves  to 
her.  She  only  replies  with  the  slight  nod  of  the  head. 

Ms.  Mossinger  lives  alone.  About  a  year  ago  her 
husband  left  her,  because  she  wouldn't  stop  watch- 
ing out  the  window.  He  told  her,  it  was  time  for  her 
to  move  on  with  her  life.  She  refused  and  continued 
to  sit  at  the  window.  The  neighbors  agreed  with  her 
husband.  They  tried  numerous  ways  to  pull  her 
away  from  the  window.  The  house  wives  in  her 
apartment  building  invited  her  to  spend  some  days 
with  them  ,  so  that  they  could  talk,  bake,  and  even 
sew  together.  She  ignored  every  invitation,  like  she 
didn't  even  hear  them.  "She's  stubborn",  they 
replied,  and  soon  stopped  inviting  her.  There  wasn't 
anybody  that  could  tear  Ms.  Mossinger's  eyes  away 
from  that  window. 

Ms.  Mossinger  had  always  waken  up  early,  in 
order  to  make  breakfast  for  her  family.  She  made 
home  made  pancakes,  bacon,  fresh  muffins,  and 
orange  juice.  While  she  was  making  breakfast  her 
husband  helped  their  son,  Ryan,  get  ready  for  school. 
When  breakfast  was  ready  Mr.  Mossinger  and  Ryan 
came  racing  into  the  kitchen  and  took  their  seats. 
Every  morning  the  family  would  sit  down  and  eat 
their  breakfast. 

One  morning  about  three  years  ago,  when  the 
Mossingers  were  finished  eating,  Mr.  Mossinger 
gave  his  wife  a  kiss  good-bye.  Then  he  hugged 
Ryan  as  he  grabbed  his  briefcase  on  the  way  out  the 
door  and  said  to  Ryan,  "Dad  loves  you,  I'll  see  you 
tonight."  Then  Ms.  Mossinger  took  a  wet  rag  and 
wiped  off  Ryan's  hands  and  face  in  order  to  get  him 
ready  for  school.    She  told  Ryan,  "Go  watch  some 


TV  sweetie,  while  Mommy  cleans  up."  This  would 
give  her  time  to  clean  the  table  from  breakfast  and 
time  for  her  to  get  ready  for  work.  When  she  was 
ready  she  put  Ryan's  shoes  back  on  for  him,  because 
he  and  taken  them  off  when  he  sat  on  the  couch.  The 
she  asked  him  to  get  his  coat  on.  She  grabbed 
Ryan's  book  bag  and  his  lunch,  along  with  her  brief- 
case, purse,  and  coat.  While  she  locked  the  door  she 
told  him  to  stand  beside  her. 

That  morning  while  Ms.  Mossinger  was  locking 
the  door  the  phone  rang.  She  decided  to  go  ahead 
and  answer  it,  since  she  was  running  ahead  of  sched- 
ule. When  she  finally  got  to  the  phone  she  set  down 
her  briefcase  and  coat  so  that  she  could  answer  the 
phone.  The  ringing  had  stopped  when  she  reached 
the  phone.  She  was  very  frustrated.  Her  hands  were 
full  and  it  was  enough  trouble  to  just  come  back  into 
the  apartment  to  answer  the  phone.  Bending  down 
to  pick  up  her  briefcase  she  realized  that  Ryan  had 
not  followed  her  back  into  the  house.  She  began 
calling  his  name,  "Ryan. .Ryan!"  There  was  no 
answer.  She  immediately  ran  towards  the  door  and 
looked  down  the  hallway,  but  there  was  no  sign  of 
Ryan  anywhere.  Ms.  Mossinger  ran  down  the  steps 
screaming  out  his  name,  "Ryan!"  Again  there  was 
no  answer.  She  was  running  so  fast  that  she  began 
to  breathe  heavily.  It  was  so  hard  for  her  to  breathe 
that  she  suddenly  collapsed. 

Ms.  Mossinger  sat  there  with  tears  running  down 
her  face.  She  cried  out,  "Ryan,  where  are  you!" 
Finally  she  was  able  to  get  up  and  go  back  to  her 
apartment.  She  went  directly  to  the  kitchen  window 
to  see  if  Ryan  was  outside.  There  was  no  trace  of 
him.  She  could  only  see  other  little  boys  with  their 
mothers  heading  for  school.  Then,  she  picked  up  the 
phone  and  called  her  husband.  She  told  him  exactly 
what  had  happen  and  he  began  searching  for  Ryan. 
After  speaking  with  her  husband,  Ms.  Mossinger 
went  back  to  the  window.  She  sat  in  Ryan's  chair 
and  waited  for  him,  but  he  never  returned. 

It  has  been  three  years  now  since  the  morning  that 
Ryan  disappeared.  Ms.  Mossinger  has  never  heard 
one  word  about  her  little  boy.  The  pain  of  losing 
Ryan  still  haunts  her  soul.  Now  and  then,  neighbors 
still  hear  her  cry  out,  "Ryan,  where  are  you?" 

— Melissa  Shaw 
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She  started  across  the  street  through  the  rain- 
streaked  window,  wondering  if  she 
should  go  in  or  just  drive  away.  She  didn't  exact- 
ly know  how  long  she  had  been  sitting  in 
the  car.  Ten,  fifteen  minutes,  maybe  even  more. 
"Come  on  Rachel,  you're  being  ridiculous.  This 
isn't  such  a  hard  thing  to  do.  Things  like  this  go 
on  every  day,"  she  told  herself.  "Maybe,  but  not 
to  me,"  she  sighed.  "This  isn't  supposed  to  hap- 
pen to  me."  All  her  attempts  at  making  this  seem 
like  any  other  day  just  weren't  working.  This  was 
the  most  difficult  thing  she  had  ever  had  to  do  in 
all  her  twenty  years.  Maybe  she  should've  called 
first.  Or  maybe  another  day  would  be  better,  she 
thought.  When  it  wasn't  so  rainy  and  cold.  But 
she  knew  that  if  she  didn't  do  it  today,  she  never 
would.  How  long  had  she  been  putting  this  off 
anyhow? 

She  clutched  the  steering  wheel  to  stop  her 
hands  from  shaking.  "Thinking  about  him  always 
did  make  me  a  little  nervous,"  she  mused.  Only 
this  wasn't  the  happy,  butterflies-in-  the  stomach 
kind  of  nervous  she  used  to  feel.  She  was  nau- 
seous this  time  and  had  to  roll  down  the  window 
for  a  breath  of  cool,  fresh  air. 

As  she  sat  trying  to  calm  herself,  Rachel's  mind 
began  to  wander.  Memories  came  rushing  back. 
It  had  been  almost  a  year  ago.  She  was  a  sopho- 
more in  college  at  the  time.  Brian  was  finally 
coming  for  a  weekend  visit.  It  was  about  time, 
they  hadn't  seen  each  other  for  nearly  three 
months.  She'd  been  a  nervous  wreck  then  too.  All 
efforts  to  study  that  week  had  failed  miserably  so 
she  gave  up  trying.  It  was  impossible  to  concen- 
trate on  class  when  she  knew  they  would  be 
together  that  weekend.  She  planned  everything 
perfectly,  down  to  each  minute  detail.     Friday 


night  they  would  go  to  the  homecoming  game. 
Sunday,  they  would  go  window  shopping  for 
engagement  rings.  It  had  been  a  great  weekend. 
Unfortunately  it  was  their  last. 

A  soft,  sorrowful  smile  appeared  on  her  lips, 
but  vanished  she  even  realized  it  had  been  there. 
"That  was  such  a  long  time  ago."  Had  it  really 
only  been  a  year?  It  seemed  like  a  completely  dif- 
ferent life.  In  a  way  it  was.  Everything  had 
changed  since  that  weekend.  She  no  longer  bore 
any  resemblance  to  the  girl  she  had  been.  Her 
future  had  been  so  promising,  everyone  told  her. 
She  could  do  and  be  anything  she  wanted.  She 
still  could,  they  said,  she'd  just  have  to  work  hard- 
er now.  "Yeah,  right.  Maybe  I'll  still  be  able  to 
go  to  med.  school,"  she  told  the  reflection  in  the 
rear  view  mirror.  She  no  longer  saw  the  hopeful, 
happy  girl  of  a  year  ago.  Now  a  disappointed, 
lonely  woman  stared  back  at  her.  She  had  already 
faced  the  fact  that  her  dreams  were  dead,  now  all 
she  had  left  to  do  was  face  her  fear. 

She  took  a  deep  breath  and  then  exhaled  slow- 
ly as  she  gazed  into  the  clear,  brown  eyes  of  the 
baby  in  the  car  seat  next  to  her.  Those  eyes.  They 
were  just  like  his.  She  glanced  up  the  big.  red 
brick  apartment  building  and  then  back  at  her 
daughter.  "Well,"  she  sighed.  "I  guess  it's  time 
you  met  your  daddy."  She  gathered  the  little  bun- 
dle into  her  arms  and  dashed  across  the  street 
through  the  rain. 
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The  music  is  all  that  she  hears  as  she  walks,  fifteen  minutes  early,  to  her  next 
class.  The  tape  squeals  and  the  music  warps  then  returns  to  its  original  beauty.  "I  knew 
I  should  have  changed  the  batteries."  She  flips  over  her  Walkman  and  rolls  the  two  dou- 
ble A's  around  hoping  to  extract  their  last  drops  of  energy.  It  works.  She  is  obviously 
paying  no  attention  to  anyone  outside  of  her  own  little  world. 

The  sky  and  the  breeze  and  the  sun  and  the  trees  are  begging  her  to  devour  them. 
So  she  does.  She  is  engulfed  in  a  trance  of  euphoria.  The  sweet  melodies  of  an  acoustic 
guitar  fill  her  brain  and  cause  the  stresses  of  yesterday  to  fade  away.  The  shadows  from 
the  campus  surroundings  dance  across  her  face  and  over  her  body  as  she  slowly  draws 
closer  to  her  destination.   She  has  ten  minutes  to  spare. 

For  weeks  he  has  been  studying  her  routine.  Following  her  with  his  eyes  and  his 
dreams.  He  musters  up  the  courage  and  emerges  from  behind  a  tree.  She  is  startled  and 
confused  to  have  been  so  abruptly  halted  by  this  figure.  She  has  noticed  him  once  or 
twice  before  and  quickly  searches  her  memory  for  his  name.  Her  nervous  "hello"  is 
silenced  by  the  touch  of  his  hand  on  her  cheek  and  the  curious  smile  in  his  eyes. 

He  becomes  conscious  of  his  gesture  and  quickly  withdraws  his  arm.  He  swings 
his  backpack  around  and  plunges  his  fist  into  it.  After  a  moment  of  searching,  he  holds 
up  a  1 20  minute  Maxilla.  She  can  see  writing  on  a  piece  of  paper  stuffed  between  the 
clear,  plastic  case  and  the  gray  tape.  It  is  too  small  for  her  to  make  out  from  the  distance 
between  the  two  fearful  beings. 
"What  does  he  want?" 
"Will  she  reject  me?" 

He  places  the  tape  in  her  one  empty  hand  and  picks  her  Walk-in  out  of  the  other. 
He  places  two  new  batteries  from  his  pocket  into  the  proper  chamber  and  puts  the  old 
ones  into  his  backpack.  Only  a  minute  has  passed,  but  to  her  it  seems  like  an  eternity. 
He  changes  the  tape  to  the  one  he  gave  to  her.  Eight  minutes  till  class.  He  quickly  press- 
es the  play  button  as  she  reaches  to  retrieve  her  Walk-in.  Her  full  eyes  meet  his  timid 
gaze.  She  unfolds  the  paper.. .One  minute  till  class  and  the  only  soul  or  object  on  the 
sidewalk  is  an  empty,  clear,  plastic  tape  case. 

— Carmen  LaMonica 
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The  Old  Woman  and  Her  Geese 

There  was  once  an  old  woman  that  lived  on  a  hillside. 

The  townspeople  -  good  people,  honest  people,  hard  people  -  watched  her.  They 
watched  her  feeding  her  geese.  Occasionally  she  would  reach  down  to  stroke  one  of  their 
necks,  but  sometimes  she  didn't.  Because  of  course,  as  everyone  knows,  geese  bite. 

So  she  would  walk  casually  and  toss  her  grain  over  and  over  again;  a  little  bit  to 
the  left,  a  little  bit  to  the  right,  and  her  hand  never  seemed  to  tire  from  the  constant 
motion. 

The  town  baker  told  the  butcher  one  day  "She  buys  from  me.  A  bag  of  grain  every 
Tuesday  morning  at  9:00.  Except  on  the  first  Tuesday  of  the  month.  Then  she  comes  at 
9:30."  The  butcher  cast  an  all-knowing  smile,  nodded  a  little,  and  glanced  at  the  day-old- 
bread  being  sold  for  half-price.  The  bell  above  the  door  tinkled  flatly  as  he  left.  "I  see," 
said  the  butcher  -  but  he  had  left  his  glasses  in  his  overcoat. 

Everyone  talked.  In  a  small  town,  talk  is  inevitable.  So  they  talked,  and  watched, 
and  talked  some  more.  And  the  woman  continued  to  feed  her  geese.  Occasionally  she 
would  reach  down  to  stroke  one  of  their  necks,  but  sometimes  she  didn't.  Because  of 
course,  as  everyone  knows,  geese  bite. 

One  Tuesday  morning  (I  think  it  was  the  first  of  the  month  -April,  possibly  May) 
the  woman  did  not  come  to  the  baker.  10:00,  she  did  not  come,  10:30,  she  did  not  come, 
1 1 :00,  she  did  not  come.  The  baker  became  curious.  He  stroked  his  beard,  leaving  a  white 
streak  of  flour  along  his  chin,  and  went  next  door  to  see  the  butcher.  They  decided  to  go 
see  the  woman.  So  they  walked  to  the  hillside. 

The  geese  were  prattling  along,  fairly  irritable,  as  geese  have  a  tendency  to  be. 
The  two  men  knocked  on  the  door  of  the  simple  cottage.  They  heard  nothing  so  knocked 
again.  When  no  one  answered,  both  decided  to  try  the  lock.  The  door  opened  easily,  with- 
out creaking,  and  the  men  stepped  inside.  On  a  comfortable  looking  bed  with  a  soft, 
feather  mattress,  the  old  woman  lay  holding  a  note.  The  men  opened  it  up. 

"Please  take  care  of  my  geese." 

So  the  butcher  gathered  up  the  geese  and  took  them  back  to  town  with  him. 

And  the  old  woman  smiled  in  her  sleep. 

— Jessica  Palmer 
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